THE WRONG OF YESTERDAY,

—_— -

I

right ware always right
FADA wroti wers AIWays wrong,
How swaliy wo milahs
Go rolilukiog slong,
With nw'ur s touit of renabing whors
The rlgnteous Bojo ta go
With nons o seall aud pone to dare
To tty 1o drag us low
How gallasuiy we might
Ba bold apd firm and strong,
I plghe ware niways right
And wroty were siways wWrong,

"
Tha wrang of vew erlay
Togareuaw Hier g Plght;
The waorld sthil Has o way
Ul ehimuging over nlahit
Bell-lut=rest muy serva Lo maks
That whioh Uslore waa wrong
A thing of bewury: for sell's saks
Wo Join the weak or strafs;
When what was pase will piy
Or hsip Lo bring
The wrong of yealerdny
Tomorcow may bm right.
l. WE. Kiser, in the Chioago Repsord Tler-
A
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“In 1t not possible, wy dear Lettiea,”
A 4 Miss Vynor, having come (o an
* of her stock of patience, “to find
somb occupation that will employ your
time more usefully and perhaps with
Isss annoyance (o other psople?”

“What would you do auntle?” she
#Bald, her hapds clasped behind her
back, her curly brown head, a lttle on
one glde, as though it were considering
A welghty subject, “what would you
do, do you think, if you were 1o re-
oelxe two offers by the same post, and

"didn’'t lke one aay better than

other—the péople who sent them,

ean?”
“l canpot—Iif you reier to proposals
of marriage—I1 cannot at all lmagine
such a contingency,” replied Miss Vy-
nor stifly, steoping over her kuitting
to plek up a dropped stitch.

“Surely, Lettlee," continued Miss Vy-

mor, “yon do pot intend to tell me that |

vou know of sny person of our ac-

| g}

| kisees waore

quaigiance who has compromised her- |

seliBso far?”

“Well. no, 1 can't say 1 do” an-
swered Miss Lettlee—which was very
true, In one way, for she certainly did
not mean to tell her aunt anything of
the kind.

“Phen 1 think, my dear Lettice, that
you might occupy yourself more pro-
i+ably than in making these idle sup-
g sitions,” sald Miss Vynor.

SYes auntie, you're right, as usual,

! gee if I can't find something bet-

15 do,” and Lettiva gladly seized the

firilinity of escape from a conversa-
.0 that had sesmed in danger of be-
coming ton personal.

She ran lightly upstairs to her own
room and, after carefully closing the

door, drew from her pocket two envel- *

opes and settled herself in a chalr to
“hweoir contents, pot for the firat

u“." A
/P?Qodd they should both have

witten, and chosen exactly the same
time,” she said to herself softly,

For quite a long time Lettice sat
with the letters before her, considering,
for she was in a serlous difficulty,

*{ llke Humphrey Forde best, [ do
belleve, but he's so grave and so qulet,
ang ymehow—iU'8 too ridiculous—but
sometRmes he seems almost afrald of
me! Hl's voice quite trembled once or
twice when Le spoke to me the other
day. A man can’t be up to much if he's
afrald of a girl! No, it must be Will

Heyward; he i3 a dear boy, so bright |

and full of fun, and ready to enter into
everything; we are surs to get on well
togethe. And yet=I'm half sorry.”
She ¢ a guick little sigh; then
rose, Wfew together her writing mater-
ials, and began to write. Only a brief
message on each dainty sheet; it was
all she could muster courage for. On
one she wrote: “Come this evening at
7. and addressed the envelope to W.
Heywood. Esq., and on the other, in
(S asty, uncertain characters: “Forglve
4>, oh, do please forgive me, but [
g | 1F
Ls:u‘-ps mounted the stairs to-
room she thrust both notes

pielopes and hid them hastily, |

y txt moment her aunt rapped at
‘ Me door and entered,

“[ cannot eay that I approve,’ re-
marked—Miss Vynor, in her precise

way, "071‘.19 habit that young people |

.of the prsent day seem to have formed
.of spendM& 50 much time in their own

apartments. In my own young days a |

pedroom was a bedroom, and was not
intendsd to be used as a gitting room
also: and\jt appears to me that the
hablt ig*@
time, geldom sefms to be
any ¥ ™ result from it | came to
proposs "that we should walk this
-morning. It i5 a pity to waste the best

1ere

part of the da:; indoors, and ["Shl;'t‘lﬂ]]}' |

js it wast=1 {f spent In one's sleeping
apartment.”

Witk the help of the walk and oth-

coupations the hours some-

bd. but never before had a

Ped so long to Lettlce Vynor,

At length, however, theiafterncon

drew to a close and she found” herself

alone, her aunt having an invitation Lo

gpend the evening with an old friend.

Perhaps Lettice had counted on this

when she dispatched her notes in tha

moraing. - but now the time was draw-

o

'
ing near whea the favorsd lover might |
be expected. she would have given n |
great deal to be able to delay his visi
Fwenly times did she wish vainly that
she Had sent 4 different snswer, aven
If It Lhad resuited In the loss of both
her friends. Will Heywood as o devol-
d friend and admirer had been every.
thing that was plensant! but now It
atine nearer the [dea of Wil H"."”-'-'ln d
As o proaseerive hushand--ah, that was
a different affslr altop=ther! VYor
' t¥nat thnt what ehe
ber meossgie
he

RN

she
had
aad he
s2 10 undarsiang i
the doorbell rang,
footsteps croosing
drawing room ddoor apened
it her heart was bent-
thnt she did not hedar the
nanss that baen annoutesd, and
» 3tdvane #r visltor with-
ralwing her eyes from the ground
The next felt  herself
eauzht In of arms, and
rained uvpon her

LW wans
! w0 imply.
youid

Then
Lettien

hinll

i

aquick
lant
heard
I'he
ihut again,

R 8o lovdl)

and

the

hadl
4 o meer h
aut
moment ahe
A sirong palr
heing
fnoe
“My
maun's
azgain
tira of

aweel heart my
whiapered
and agnin, as If
that delightiul repstition,

But what—what was thig? The
room whirled round, her sayves closed,
and for & moment she could make no
¢fort to release hergelf. For this man
who held her so maaterfully, who was
showering his kisses on her f{ace, and
whigpering passtonate endearments in
her ear, was not the Wil Heywood
she had expected, but Humphrey
Forde! Humphrey the grave, the quiet,
whom she had imagined to be afrald of
her! Why was she bere? And why, |
why had ghe not known before swwhat
those lilsses all at once had made clear
her—that this was the man she
loved after all, and had loved all
along?

Then suddenly it flashed across
what had happened. In ber haste Ehe
had doubtless Inclosed the notes In
the wrong envelopes, and he nad re-
ceived the one meant for Will Hey-
wood! Bat he must know the truth!
To the girl's delicate sense of honor
no other course was poasible; aven
If it meant the loss of his love she
would not keep it by acting a lHe

“Oh, you mustn't, you mustn‘t! I've
made a dreadful mistake!"” she gasped
almost incoherantly, finding volee at
last, and striving frantically to disen-
gage hergsell.

Humphrey's arms suddenly loosened
and he held her away from him 1o

sweatheart!” a
passionately

it would nover

yolere

X5

her

| look into her {ace.

“A mistake?" he repeated, slowly, in-
credulously. “Was that what you réal-
ly said, lLettice? Do you mean, then,
that you do not love me after all?"

The calor flushed over the falr little |
face from brow to chin, and ghe hung
her head {n silence. No, she could not
say that!

“Speak, Lettice!™ he sald, his voice |
grave and almost stern. "l Insist on |

| your telling me this. You knew when

| 1 mean to know, and at once.”

ducive to a great wasse of |

you wrote it what your letter must
imply, Do you mean you were mis-
taken in thinking that you loved me?"

*No, no, not that!” she whispered, as
if the truth were being forced from
her,

Humphrey could feel how the slight
form trembled. He placed her gently
in & low chalr, and drew another be-
side her.

“Come, let me understand,” he sald
more kindiy. “You say you love me—
is It so? Very good; very good, Then
where lles the mistake? Now tell me;

“1 wrote—I wrote two letters,” Let-
tice stammered in desperation, and hid
her face In her hands.

Only four words, but they flashed the
truth upon Humphrey Forde.

“I understand—at last,”" he saild, and,
though he spoke quietly, the girl
ghrank as if she had receired a blow.
“You wrote two letters—at the same
time, | suppose—ana, somebow, by
mistake, you sent to me the message
intended for another man—for Hey-
wood? [s that your meaning?”

“It must have been so. Oh, can you
ever forgive me?” she cried miserably.

Humphrey rose from his seat with-
out a word, and paced up and down the
room, his brows knit, his face dark
and stern. The silence grew unbear-
able to Lettice, If he would only
speak, even to cover her with rr.-.-:
proachea! Anything would be better
than this,

He turned at
stood before her.

“You told me just now that yon
loved me, and yet you meant to marry
Heywood,” he sald, as If a thought had
just struck him, "Do you love him,
ton?"”

“I—I like him,” Lettice answered,
with an eflort, “more even, or so [
thought this morning, than 1 liked you.
But 1 kpow now that 1 ecould never
have loved him, and | thank God that
at least my mistake has saved me from |
doing him a cruel wrong."

Suddenly Humphrey took the girl's
two hands In his own with a grasp
that was almost rough.

"Lettice, when ¢ld you find this
out?” he asked in a tone that left her
no choles but to answer,

“l1 found it out—when you kissed
me,” she whispered, so low that he had
to stoop his head to catch the words,

L L] L] L . .

last, and came and

“Oh, can yon care for me still, now
you know gverything?” she cried.

“Do you' think my love, then, so
slizht a Hing?" he asked gravely and

| heart

| Stolen When 4 Years Old, but a Ring

| Mathilda Youngquist, who had recently
| arrived in America from Sweden, look

| lavied

— — —

teaderly, “Chlld, do you know that you
hold my heart--nay, | thipk my very
life—in the hollow of this little hand?
| think there has never been n time
when | did not love you., Nay, swoel
look up and smile! This is Do
far tears, Ars you thinkiog of
Wil Hoywooi? He wil console him-
solf In time, never tear. Things do nol
go very deeply with so light & nature
his., Al same, 1 think
will 1ot him koow how near 8 thiag
for Bim. ‘e, Hitje gifl”

Lt les p with an April {ace,
Lier tears

timn

N the do nut
W
i1t Wy
logked 1
pmiling
“1 thin)
ter than
she said
“A bappy mlstake for me, my Let-
tien” he anawere-l. “And my wife chai!
be & hiappy woman (f 1t les In my pow-
er (0 make her one—Aunn Doiton,
in Baltimore Herald.
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be married by mistake,”
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HEIRESS FOUND WITH INDIANS.

Proves Her ldentity.

Sarah Blg Cloud was found rocently
among n band of roving Cree [ndians
near Kallspell, Montana, by John An
derson and lgentified as his cousin,
Mathilda Youngquist, for whom a for
tune of several hundred thousasd dol
lars has boen waiting in Stockholm,
Sweden. Andeérson had been search.
Ing for her [or several years.

Nearly 20 years ago the parents of

up & homestead in the extreme north.
orn part of Montana, near the Black-
foot reservation, They had not been
living there long before they
massacred by a band of Cree Indians,
and the girl Mathilda, then four years
ulil, was earrled away.

When Anderson arrived In the west
he learned theso facts, but could find

| no trace of the child and was told by

those famillar with the Indian charac
fer that the girl had undoubiedly been
killel, Recently he met a band of beg:

were |

ging Crees near Kallspel]l and engaged
them In conversation,

While Anderson was talking to the
Indigns a squaw with llght bair ap-
peared. He questioned her, and she
fold him that all she remembered of
her parenta was that they were
white llke Andeérson and that they
were killed. She had lived with the

| Indians ever gince, and was the widow

of one of the members of the tribe,

Sue knew nothing elseée about
sell except that she still possessed a
baby finger ring Inside of which there
was some Inseription that she could
not read.

She produced the ring and Ander

gon read in It "Te Mathilda, from Papa |

and Mamma Youngquist, 1885" Ander:

| son was convineed that he had found

his ccusin and tried to persuade her
to accompany him, but she refused,
being satisfied with her roving Iife, He
then called upon the sheriff for ns
sistance, and when she was threatened
with arrest she consented to leave the
band and go with Anderson. He will

! remain Iy Montana long enough to |

gather evidence about tie Youngquist
family and their massacre, and wiil
then return to Sweden with the wom-

| tempt

her. |

an to claim the fortune which he says
the Swadish government is holding in
trust and In
ghare on final disteibution.—New York
Sun.

Lucky English Clerks;

London philanthroplsts are trying
to fmprove the cendition of eity clerks
cn small salaries by a chain of "in-
gram Houses" An “Ingram House"
{as described In the
something lilke a residential club. It
is a block, six or seven storles high,
in the mape of an elongated St. An-
drew's cross. [t has gardens, a lodges,
a bicyvele house, and other outslde at-
tractions. Within are a lecture hall,
billlard rooms, bath-rcoms, lockers |
and box-rooms, a carpenter’s shop, el |
evator, telephone (a notable distine- |
tion in London), & reading and wrlt-
ing room, kitchen, dining rooms and
bedrooms. The bedrocms are from
7x8 feet upward, and the rents range
from seven to twelve shillings a week.
The rooms are artistically deslgned,
and it {s expected that the lodgere will
bo able to live In comfert and even a
good Imitation of luxury, on salarleg of
from §7.50 1o $10 a week.

There is only one little oversight,
No proyizion is made for children, and
a clerk who shonid ba so Improvident
as to marry would evidently have to
gel ont. In some countries taxes are
cn  bachelors—thls Ingram
House scheme s equivalent to offering
prizes for celibacy and race suicide~—
New York World

Before and After.

“You are all the world to me, he re
marked endearingly.

Arabella ‘stlll Jooked unsatisfied,

“All the universe!™ he corrected
hastlly.

“And the Interstellar space?”
manded Arabelin, with the alr
person insisting upon her rights,

And deary me! And deary me!
Before they had been married & week
she kad mearly banged his head off
with the rolling pin!—New York Sun.

de.
of a

New York, Texas and [linols get a
gain of three votes each in the pew
¢lectoral college,

which he will have a |

Hospital), 1s |

(L,

1 want to haur your uI]-!! abwt
Juls morning, Baly dear;

I woude , now, H you lorgat
What letter this ks bore @

Jiut all the itie cae woulidl sae,

With balf lugquiring glanes, was—"E H?"

*Quite right, my darline, that ls A;
Wa're getling ou mueh begar!

1 wondsr, wow, can Haly say
What s the second bntar?”

The nuswer come gulte tretfully—

“The Bavy sagw: 'O, let bher b E'!

“The lettar B!  Quite right azain’
{ Was that o slgn I hened?)
That's A, and B; now teil me, than,
W hiat Jertur s the thled?”’
ul Bavy turped from 8 sler's kn~s —
Use teed o' Jearuln’ lessons! SEEY

—Chlongo Reoprd-Herald,

Millions of Pennles.
To supply the demand for penolres, |
the United States Mint at Philadelphis
is kept pretty busy the yvear roand, and
gtill there Coes not seem to be enough
to il all requirsments. Some dea
may be had of the tremendous respon-
sibility assumed by Uncie Sam when
it |8 known thuat milllons of these litle
CcoNns are made every year. A penny
probably changes hands ten tims for

| once that a dime passes from one poc-

ket to ancther., The meial blanks
from which pennieg are made are fur-
nished by contract by a factory in
Connecticut at the rate of 1000 for §1.
Nearly 120,000,000 pennles were colned
in one year recently. To store these in |
one place would require a very large
building, and If one person should at-
o dount them one by one [t
would take him about twenty years,
working steadlly ten hours a4 day and
stopping o rest Bundays.—_rooklyn
cagle.

Queer Things About Frogs.

The frog's skin is so Important as a |
breathing apparatus that the ereature |
would dis at once of suffcecation It the
porss were ¢losad by & coat ol gtivky
varnish, by dust, or in any other way,.
While we pre gpeaking of his Lreath-
ing, you will notice that his sides do
not heave as ours do at each breath |
we take. A frog has no ribs and cannot
inhale and exhale as we do, but s
obliged to swallow his alr in gulps, and
if you will watch this little fellow's
throat you will see It continually movy-
ing in and out as one gulp follows an-
pther. In order to swallow, his mouth
must be closed; just try to swallow
with your mouth wide open, and you
will see what I mean. A frog, then, al-
ways breiathes through his nose, and
if you held his mouth opean he would
suffocpte as surcly as though you ga~e
his gkin a coat of varnish. “Mr. Frog"
hag an enormous mouth for his size,
and if we were to put a finger inside |

| it, we would find that he has a row of

teeth in the upper jaw, and that his

soft white tongue, unlike our own, 13

attached In front and is free behind

When Le wishes to catch any insect, he

throws out the free end of the tongue,

then draws it in so rapldly that it is

difficult to see whether he has been |
successful or not. As the tongue is

coated with a gummy fluld, the insect

sticks to it and Is carried back into

the mouth, which cloges upon it like

the door of a tomb. Frogs, however, |
are not limited to one mode of feeding,

they often leap open-mounthed upon

larger prey, which includes, besides in-

sects, small fish, mice, small ducklings,

polliwogs and tiny frogs.—Ernest Har-

old Baynes in the Woman's Home

Companion,

The Pilot Fish.

In one of the tanks of the lower tler
at the lefl side of the aguarium as one
enters are a number of shimmering
fish which remind one of certain birds
in the persistence with which they
swim In circles and follow their leader
Whenever thelr leader turns they
wheel behind him llke a company of
militia Lbehind ts captain. The label
beneath the tank informs tne public
that thesge are yellow mackerel, There
is another label under the tank. It
reads: "Pilot fsh." As all but one of
the fish in the tank are wheelisg about
after the leader, It Is evident thar the
fish resting close down “to the bottom
{s the pllot fish., There is nothing re-
markable about the appearance of the
pilot fish, and ope wonders how It
came by its name, Formerly there were
two of them, but ons has dled. eince
they crme 1o live at the aquarium a
number of years ago. Sometimes the

, pliot fish is called the shark pliot fish.
| That

helps to explain its name.
shark and his pllot are by no means
friends, or even on an amleable basis
in thelr relations, The shark would as
soon devour his companion as not. The
pilot has to take care that he shall not
be svazllowed. He never swims In
front of his big neighbor, but goes
alongside or baneath. From this point
ke picks up what he may from his big

companicn—or, at least, it iz gurmiseq

ACCOS: 3

pies the shark for this

']

| eyed

| ping it geatly with Her teath

The |

purposa. It In 1o be wupposed the shaek
in his rOracioumess does nol swallow
nil "Hlf he Capluren lbun;unﬂll nc‘l
bark to the walting companion's
panw It Is also surmised that the
pliot fsh llkex to sciatch hig back on
the sandpapery skin of the shark -
New Yord Tribune,

Topay's Hiding Place,
All naround the kitchen they want
playing hide-and-seek. Topsy hid un-
dor the Allee hid In the
bhoard, Topgy hid bohind the
hox; Alce hid under the table; Topay
hid in the corner back of the enal-hod:
Allce hid In the folds of mamma's big
door; but they fatled to find
‘h other, and slways had a grea
frolie after each one's hiding plice was

ot trwis
stove; T

woo .

fiever
Lt

dlacavired

At last the ]T.&‘ wins over, and 'I':lt{~
8y wenl fast asleep, Iving on her biaek
in the doll's cradle., She looked yvery
funny with her paws stlcking straight
up In the alr,

Soon Allce wanted
bed. Topsy found
resting place, stretohed
ma'a work basket, with her front paws
I¥ing on the plneushion: but, when
mamma came for thimble and thraad,
Ritty was forcad to move agaln.

"Meow! Meow!" she eald, *1
get oul of every one's way. sand

to put dolly to

nnether nlee
oul in mame-

S0

will

g0
whore | can sleep as long as 1 pleass
without being disturbed S0 Topsy
fprang upon the table, then wupon a
tall folded screen pear by, and with
a hig jmmp landed at last on the very
tiptop of the china closet. No one
saw her. She crept far back agalnst
the wall, and was soon fast asleap, ly-
ing In a"nlve warm corner, just under
the cefling,

After a tlme Allce grew tired of
playiag with her doll, and looked
around for kitty, but kitty was no-
where to be geen, The little girl went
to the door and callsd, “Kitty! kitty!
kKitty!™ but no kitty came, She called
agaln, but no shrill meow answered
her.

“O, mamma, whera can kitty be?"
satd Allee, with tears in her eyes. Il
am afraid she is lost. [ haven't seen
her for ever so long."

“Have you looked In all the hiding-
places? Perhaps she has gone fost
asleep somewhere, dand hear
you eall” said mamma,

S0 Aljee began to gearch for her pet;
but, though she looked evetywhere, no
kitty did she find,

“Never mind, little daughter,” eald
mamma. “Kitty has probably gone
off hunting, and will surprise you by
and by with a blg fat mouse”

So Alice was comforted; and, though
ghe felt very lonely with no furry ball
snuggled 1 her lap and no bright-
playmate scampering at  her
heels, ghe triled to ba happy playving
wit. her doll.

At last the long day was over, and
night came, It brought no Tobsy, but

doesn’t

| It did bring papa from his work, V. hen

Alice saw him com nE, she ran zut to
meet him, and, throsing hefeit into
his arms, poured out all her trouble.

Papa comforted his daughter 'as
papas koow how to do. “Cheer up,
little girl! We will ind her afier sup-
per,” he sald,

When the pleasant evening meal
was over, and all the famlily sat around
the cosey fire, papa sald: I think I
know how to make Topsy come, {f ghe
{5 In the house.

“0Oh, how > orled Allee.

Papa sald nothing; but he puckered
up hia lips, and began to whistle in
loud, shrill tomes. At the first note
something stirred on top of the china
closet. Then thers was a short pro-
testing meow. Papa Kept on whist-
ling, Kitty stood up, and began Lo
stretch, As the shrill music continued,
Topsy walked to the edge of the cup-
board and looked down,

“*Oh, there she - is! there she
eried Alles, “Oh, my own dear kltty!
But what a funny place to hide in!"

l.ouuwer and shriller graw papa's
whistling. Kitty jumiped npon the
sereen, and then leaped to the table.
Still papa whistled on. Topsy sprang
to the woor, and, jumplng into papa's
lap began to rub her face against his
breast, “Meow!" meow!" she gaid.
Sti11 the shrill did not stop.

put her front paws high up on
papu’s chest, and her facse
against his oliin, at the same time aip-

fo 1t
Is!

nojaa
rubbed

and call-

meant,
master, | am
want? Oh, do

noize!*

“Meow! meow!" which
gtap! Please,
here. What do ¥you
stop that dreadiul

Sp papa stopp2d whistling, and Alle
and Topsy had a fine frolic before bed-
ime,

This was the first and only time that
Topsy ever was lost; hut to this day
ghe will sometimes stral away, aod

for hours on her lolty perch,
heedless of coaxing or scolding, and
only dislodged _at night by papa's
ghrill whistle.~Jane L. Hoxie, in the
Kindergarien Review

ing,

“Stop!t
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Birds' Crles as Fog Signals.

The cries of sea birds, especlally
goaguils, are very valuable as fog sts-
nals. The birds ecluster on
the cliffs and coast, and their eries
warn boatmen that they are near lany.
Some years ago in  the 1sle ¢f Man
there was a fine shooling such
birds

together

-
Ll

Eleciric tramoears
dieed in Bombay.

have besn (ntro-




